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A Golden  Captare. 


By  Joseph  O’Gorman. 
CHAPTER  XIII. 

The  cry  which  Tom  gave  vent  to  as  he  dis- 
appeared down  the  mountain-side  into  the 
darkness  was  immediately  echoed  by  Mr. 
Allen.  Poor  man ! he  had  suffered  a great 
variety  of  misfortunes  in  the  last  week,  and 
this  was  almost  too  much  for  his  stout  heart 
to  bear.  Encouraged,  however,  by  his  sym- 
pathetic companions,  he  soon  plucked  up 
heart,  and  set  out  zealously  in  search  of  his 
boy.  But,  cheerful  as  was  his  temperament, 
he  had  good  cause  for  despair  when  he  found 
a precipice  in  a direct  line  with  the  place 
where  Tom  began  his  slide.  Catching  at  a 
straw,  however,  he  said  it  was  quite  possible 
that  Tom  had  not  gone  straight  down,  and, 
slight  as  the  chance  was,  it  kept  him  from 
despondency.  The  party  searched  two  weary 
hours,  forgetful  of  their  discomforts,  which 
had  made  them  leave  their  first  shelter,  but 
could  find  no  trace  of  Tom.  So  they  en- 
camped in  a wooded  place  which  afforded 
them  excellent  protection  against  the  ele- 
ments, and  provided  them  the  means  of  light- 
ing a fire,  which  was  soon  blazing  away  as 
high  as  the  lower  branches  of  the  trees.  The 
Indians,  appreciating  the  situation,  ventured 
out  into  the  storm  once  more  to  procure  food. 
The  others  piled  up  the  wood  on  the  great 
pyre,  in  the  meantime  getting  dry  and  warm. 
At  this  juncture  Tom  walked  into  the  camp, 
the  very  personification  of  dampness,  cold 
and  misery. 

Mr.  Allen  could  only  cry,  “Oh,  my  poor 
boy!  My  poor  boy  ! ” as  he  hugged  him  to 
his  breast.  But  Tom  was  by  no  means  capa- 
ble of  sustaining  such  warmth  of  affection, 
and  fainted  in  his  father’s  embrace.  They 


were  prepared  for  such  a mishap,  however, 
and  soon  revived  him,  while  the  Indians — 
who,  in  the  meantime,  had  returned  with  a 
few  birds,  large  quantities  of  fruits  and  ber- 
ries and  a good-sized  hare — waited  on  him, 
and  he  ate  heartily.  When  somewhat  regaled, 
he  began  to  describe  his  experiences,  but  Mr. 
Hernfault  stopped  him.  The  doctor  of  the 
party  was  in  a dilemma,  for  Tom  could  not 
keep  his  wet  clothes  on  without  imminent 
danger,  and  it  was  still  more  out  of  the  ques- 
tion for  him  to  go  without  any.  The  question 
was  finally  settled  by  taxing  each  member  of 
the  party  a small  contribution,  and  soon 
enough  clothes  were  procured  to  keep  Tom 
perfectly  warm.  Then  he  went  to  sleep,  and 
the  rest  of  the  party  joined  him  except  two 
who  were  put  on  guard,  who  likewise  had  it 
allotted  to  them  to  attend  to  the  fire.  While 
Fred  and  an  old  Indian  were  on  guard  the 
storm  ceased,  and  the  bandits,  attracted  by 
the  fire,  came  down  from  their  rocky  fastness 
to  test  the  vigilance  of  the  party  ; but  Fred 
spied  one  at  a safe  distance  and  lodged  a bul- 
let in  his  arm.  The  robbers  fled  and  were 
pursued  by  the  whole  party,  whom  the  report 
of  Fred’s  gun  had  awakened.  The  trail  was 
soon  lost,  however,  and  sleep  was  resumed 
not  to  be  interrupted  again  that  night. 

It  was  eight  o’clock  the  next  morning  when 
the  party  arose  ; the  storm  had  begun  again, 
and  the  day  was  quite  as  disagreeable  as  the 
previous  one.  Tom  was  the  last  to  awake  ; 
he  rubbed  his  eyes  and  looked  about  him. 
“Lovely  day,  isn’t  it?”  he  said,  for  he  was 
very  cynical  in  regard  to  remarks  on  the 
weather.  As  the  day  was  unpropitious  for 
work,  all  were  eager  to  hear  of  Tom’s  ex- 
perience of  the  night  before,  so  he  related  it. 

“Oh,  it  was  a splendid  slide,”  he  began  ; 
“toboggans  aren’t  in  it.  There  was  a nice 
groove  where  I started,  smooth  as  a billiard- 
ball,  coated  with  ice  in  some  places  ; there 
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■was  no  friction,  and  gravity  was  free  to  work 
on  my  inertia,  which  wasn’t  great.  That 
groove  went  down  obliquely,  so  I got  by  the 
precipice.  It  must  have  been  the  bed  of  some 
stream  that  wandered  from  its  fireside  long 
ago,  but  it  acted  more  like  a coal-chute,  or  a 
shooting-chute,  for  there  was  a beautiful 
swimming-tank  at  the  bottom.  Oh,  you  don’t 
know  what  fun  it  is  to  plunge  into  a lake  of 
ice-water.  Ugh  ! ” and  Tom  shivered  at  the 
recollection.  “I  don’t  know  how  I ever  got 
across  that  lake  ; it  seemed  as  if  it  was  miles 
in  breadth.  I was  completely  done  out  when 
I struck  the  other  side,  and  I lay  down  to  rest 
and  almost  fell  asleep,  and  I suppose  if  I had 
I would  never  have  waked  up.  But,  after  I 
had  caught  myself  dozing  twice,  I started  out 
for  the  camp  we  had  first,  but  it  was  hard 
work,  and  only  I knew  how  anxious  you’d  be 
I would  never  have  tried  it.  But  pretty  soon 
I got  so  faint  I had  to  stop,  and  I sat  down 
again,  this  time  in  a good  place,  and  I was 
almost  asleep  when  I saw  the  fire.  Then  I 
started  out  again,  and  I tell  you  I never  want 
to  do  a job  like  that  in  my  life.  The  blaze 
didn’t  seem  to  be  a half-mile  off,  but  I thought 
after  I had  walked  half  an  hour  it  was  nearer 
ten  miles.  I got  here  somehow  though,  and 
I was  just  gone.” 

‘‘Gracious,  but  you  must  have  had  nerve  ! ” 
exclaimed  Mr.  Hernfault.  ‘‘I  could  never 
keep  plodding  away  if  I were  in  such  a state.” 

‘‘Well,  just  now,”  rejoined  Tom,  ‘‘I  could 
plod  away  to  good  effect  on  a little  food.  I 
feel  as  if  I hadn’t  tasted  anything  but  water 
for  a century.” 

This  remark  struck  a sympathetic  chord  in 
the  stomachs  of  all,  and,  as  the  storm  had 
somewhat  abated,  they  ventured  out  and  se- 
cured the  usual  diet  (which  was  now  almost  too 
monotonous  to  bear)  of  berries  and  birds, 
which  they  ate,  notwithstanding,  with  great 
relish.  But  so  eager  were  they  for  a little 
venison  that  they  immediately,  on  finishing 
their  modest  repast,  took  positions  at  long 
intervals  in  the  woods  and  tried  to  start  a 
deer.  At  length  an  Indian  was  successful, 
and  a large  and  beautiful  deer  sped  through 
the  midst  of  the  whole  party  at  such  a furious 
gallop  that,  though  each  one  got  a shot  at  it, 
none  hit  it.  Away  they  wTent  in  pursuit  at  a 
phenomenal  rate  of  speed,  jumping  over 
rocks,  stumps  and  fallen  trees,  dashing 
through  streams,  and  skimming  gulHes  with 


great  facility.  Finally  the  deer  brought  up 
against  a huge  boulder,  and  set  off  at  right 
angles  to  his  previous  course.  This  gave  the 
party  a good  chance  to  get  nearer,  especially 
as  the  deer  had  somewhat  recovered  from  his 
fright.  Taking  advantage  of  this  opportunity 
they  cut  across,  and  Fred  was  soon  near 
enough  to  give  the  animal  a shot  in  the  back, 
which  Mr.  Hernfault  supplemented  with  one 
in  the  leg,  which  greatly  impeded  the  deer’s 
speed.  But,  even  so,  the  pace  was  beginning 
to  tell  on  the  party,  when  an  Indian  ended 
the  hunt  by  lodging  a bullet  behind  the  deer’s 
shoulder.  Then  a good-natured  race  ensued 
to  see  who  could  secure  the  game,  with  the 
odds  on  the  boys,  as  they  were  in  better  form 
for  running  than  their  elders.  They  were 
soon  fifty  yards  ahead  of  the  party  and  within 
thirty  feet  of  their  prey  when  they  both  dis- 
appeared. The  party  arrived  on  the  spot, 
completely  out  of  breath  and  unable  to  run 
another  yard,  in  time  to  see  the  bandits  disap- 
pearing through  the  basin  with  Tom  and 
Fred  in  their  arms.  They  were  carried  rapidly 
through  the  basin,  then  up  through  a large 
gorge,  down  a steep  incline,  through  a narrow 
defile,  and  up  the  mountain-side  to  the  edge 
of  a precipice,  where  they  stopped.  Fred  had 
noted  with  satisfaction  that  the  man  whom  he 
had  hit  the  night  before  had  his  arm  in  a 
sling.  This  worthy  was  now  sent  off  in  haste 
for  a lariat  with  which  to  bind  the  boys,  for 
they,  indeed,  were  bent  on  giving  their  cap- 
tors  as  much  trouble  as  possible.  But  all  this 
ended  when  the  lariat  arrived,  and  they  were 
completely  bound  hand  and  foot,  Tom  getting 
a few  extra  coils  for  his  pains.  Then  the  rob- 
bers considered  what  it  would  be  best  to  do 
with  the  captives.  The  chief  spoke  first : 

‘‘Well,  pards, ” he  said,  “now  we’ve  got  ’em 
fixed.  What’ll  we  do  with  them,  will  we  put 
’em  in  with  the  girl,  or  kill  ’em,  or  what?  ” 

“Don’t  kill ’em,”  said  one.  “When  their 
old  man  gets  tired  of  mountain-life,  we  can 
work  him  for  a good  fat  ransom,  and  that’s 
where  we  live.” 

“Better  not  put  ’em  in  the — the  camp, 
either,”  said  another.  “They  might  get  off 
and  take  the  dough  with  ’em.  Better  put  ’em 
somewheres  else.” 

“But  where?  ” said  the  leader.  “We  don’t 
know  another  hole  in  these  mountains  where 
their  pesky  search  party  wouldn’t  get  scent  of 
’em.” 
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“Well,  why  not  leave  ’em  right  on  the  spot 
for  the  time  bein’  ? ” queried  another.  “They 
can’t  be  got  at  here,  ’cause  we’ll  be  down  be- 
low and  their  friends  can’t  come  up  without 
passing  us,  which  they  ain’t  likely  to  do.” 

This  advice  was  forthwith  accepted,  and, 
after  giving  each  a vigorous  rap  on  the  head, 
they  left  the  boys  and  went  their  way. 

CHAPTER  XIV. 

It  was  two  o’clock,  as  near  as  he  could 
reckon  by  the  sun,  when  Fred  awoke,  while 
Tom,  who  had  been  favored  with  a more 
vicious  blow,  came  to  his  senses  half  an  hour 
later.  Fred  was  then  indulging  in  variegated 
acrobatic  performances  in  a vain  effort  to 
break  his  bonds.  Tom  gazed  at  him  sadly  for 
a time,  and  then  said,  “I’m  afraid  that  won’t 
do  any  good  ; no,  you’ll  never  do  it  that  way.” 

“Then  I’m  afraid  it’s  all  up  with  us,”  said 
Fred  with  a sigh. 

“Never  say  die,”  said  Tom  cheerfully. 
“While  there’s  life  there’s  hope.” 

“That’s  right,”  replied  Fred,  “and  I’m 
going  at  it  again  ; ” and  he  proceeded  to  “go 
at  it”  until  Tom  forgot  his  aches  and  began  to 
smile.  Then  he  grew  serious,  and  thought 
steadily  for  several  minutes  ; at  last  he  broke 
out  suddenly,  “ I’ve  got  it ! ” 

“What?”  asked  the  'waggish  Fred,  “the 
jim-jams?  Where ’d  you  get  ’em?  ” 

“No,”  said  Tom,  contemptuously,  “an 
idea ! You  roll  up  here  and  lie  face  down- 
ward, and  I’ll  prop  myself  up  till  I get  on  my 
knees;  then  I’ll  gnaw  the  lariat  off  your  hands 
and  you  can  untie  my  bonds,  or  cut  them, 
you’ve  got  a knife;  and  then  we’re  off.  What 
do  you  think  ? ” 

Fred’s  thought  took  violent  possession  of 
him.  “Hooray  ! Bully  ! ” he  shouted,  and  he 
rolled  at  Tom  so  impulsively  that  there  was 
imminent  danger  of  his  going  over  the  preci- 
pice ; but  Tom  stopped  him.  Then,  putting 
his  head  on  his  brother’s  shoulder,  Tom  rose 
slowly  and  laboriously  to  his  knees;  then, 
bending  over,  began  to  gnaw  vigorously.  But 
the  lariat  was  hard  and  unyielding,  and  it 
required  a half-hour  of  very  tiresome  work  to 
sever  it ; but  once  this  was  done  it  was  plain 
sailing,  and  they  were  soon  entirely  free.  But 
it  was  difficult  to  decide  how  best  to  get  away, 
and  they  would  not  have  settled  it  for  some 
time  save  that  the  robbers  suddenly  appeared 
at  the  left,  whereat  the  boys  made  haste  to 


the  right,  and,  after  a short  pursuit  wherein 
many  bullets  had  whistled  about  their  ears, 
they  were  in  safety  once  more. 

From  a vantage  point  they  could  spy  the 
movements  of  the  bandits,  and  when  these 
latter  had  gone  up  the  mountain  the  boys 
made  their  way  toward  the  defile,  which,  after 
a hard  search,  they  found.  After  this,  how- 
ever, they  remembered  the  path  well,  and 
were  soon  on  the  hunting-grounds  again, 
whence  they  picked  their  way  to  the  camp  of 
the  night  previous,  and  there  awaited  the 
return  of  their  friends. 

* * * * * * 

It  would  have  been  greatly  to  the  interest 
of  the  party  if  they  had  been  at  the  foot  of  the 
mountains  by  the  great  rock  the  next  day, 
shortly  after  sunset.  There  they  would  have 
seen  six  men,  one  with  his  arm  in  a sling,  all 
armed  to  the  teeth,  issue  from  the  mountains. 
If  they  had  waited  they  would  have  observed 
that  the  robbers,  too,  lingered  until  it  became 
darker,  and  then  took  the  railroad  track, 
which  lies  between  the  mountains  and  Lake 
Texuco,  and  set  out  at  a brisk  pace  in  the  di- 
rection of  the  city  of  Mexico. 

Some  few  hours  later  these  same  men  might 
have  been  seen,  all  heavily  laden,  journeying 
stealthily  towards  the  mountains, — this  time 
beside  the  railroad  track.  They  would  ever 
cast  suspicious  glances  about  them.  Then 
they  might  have  been  observed  to  go  up  the 
slope  about  fifty  yards  and  deposit  their  bur- 
den there  in  a cave  ; then  they  disappeared 
in  the  shadows  of  the  mountain.  Such,  then, 
is  the  part  of  the  account  of  the  robbery  of 
Senor  Pinzin’s  house  which  history  does  not 
relate.  The  remainder  we  may  review  with 
Mr.  Duncan  and  Dr.  Van  Hauser.  Mr. 
Duncan,  let  me  state  here,  was  quite  well 
enough  to  spare  a doctor’s  attention,  but, 
strange  to  say,  he  preferred  medical  company 
to  total  desertion. 

One  day  the  geographer  burst  into  the 
house  on  his  return  from  the  city  of  Mexico, 
utterly  out  of  breath,  and  very  much  excited. 
“Look  here,  Doctor,”  he  gasped,  “those  men 
are  after  robbing  Piuzin’s  place, — the  rob- 
bers Allen  and  his  party  are  after  ! Got  ten 
thousand  dollars’  worth  of  stuff  altogether, — 
six  thousand  in  cash,  and  the  rest  in  silver- 
ware and  jewelry  ; Pinzin’s  wife  had  a lot  of 
it.  They  got  the  Senor’s  cash-box.  Here  it 
is  in  the  paper,  a good,  full  account  of  it 
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’Seems  they  came  into  the  city  by  the  railroad 
late  at  night : — well,  here’s  the  paper,  and 
you  can  read  it  for  yourself.” 

The  paper  contained  the  following  account 
of  the  robbery  : 

“Last  night,  at  about  ten  o’clock,  Senor 
Pinzin,  who,  on  account  of  a slight  indispo- 
sition, was  not  attending  church  with  the  rest 
of  his  family,  thought  he  heard  a noise  in  his 
study.  Knowing  that  only  one  of  the  house- 
servants  was  about  the  house,  and  feeling  sure 
that  that  one  was  down  stairs,  he  went  to  in- 
vestigate the  matter.  He  found  no  one  in  the 
study,  but  once  he  stepped  outside  the  door 
into  the  hall  he  was  seized,  bound  and  gagged 
by  six  stalwart  men,  one  of  whom  had  his  arm 
in  a sling.  Then  they  asked  him  several 
questions,  which  he  was  to  answer  by  inclina- 
tion of  the  head.  Their  first  query  was 
whether  the  servants  were  in  bed,  to  which 
he  replied  by  a nod  that  they  were  ; he  also 
gave  an  affirmative  answer  to  the  question 
whether  their  quarters  wTere  at  the  top  of  the 
house.  Then,  threatening  him  with  their 
revolvers,  they  asked  him  if  there  was  a sin- 
gle servant  in  the  house  awake.  He  nodded, 
and  pointed  below.  The  robbers  immediately 
went  down  stairs  and  gagged  the  servant. 
Then  they  partially  unbound  Senor  Pinzin, 
and  bade  him  lead  the  way  to  his  strong-box, 
which  contained  six  thousand  dollars  in  cash. 
They  also  directed  the  unfortunate  man  to 
point  out  the  silverware  and  jewelry,  of  which 
the  Pinzin  family  had  a large  quantity  ; the 
value  of  these  things  is,  at  the  lowest,  four 
thousand  dollars.  The  robbers  also  took  a 
liberal  supply  of  clothing  for  themselves  and 
some  female  apparel  as  well ; what  they  will 
do  with  the  latter  cannot  be  conjectured, 
though  it  is  supposed,  from  the  fact  that  they 
took  clothing,  toilet  articles,  several  bottles 
of  hair-dye  and  a great  number  and  variety  of 
smaller  articles,  that  they  are  to  leave  Mexico 
for  good  in  the  near  future.  When  they  had 
gone  through  the*  house  and  taken  everything 
of  value  they  could  find,  they  proceeded  to 
indulge  in  a sumptuous  meal  at  Senor  Pinzin ’s 
expense.  They  then  bound  Senor  Pinzin’s 
legs,  put  him  in  an  obscure  closet  and  hurried 
off,  not  five  minutes  before  the  return  of  the 
family.  Senor  Pinzin  was  not  discovered 
until  an  hour  and  a half  later,  though  he  was 
missed  by  his  wife  immediately  on  her  return. 
Further  investigation  shows  that  they  trans- 


ported their  spoils  in  a wagon  as  far  as  the 
railroad  track  at  the  southern  extremity  of 
Lake  Texuco.  They  had  entered  the  house, 
it  seems,  by  a second-story  window  in  the 
rear.  They  could  not  have  been  more  than  a 
few  moments  in  the  house  when  the  Senor 
heard  them. 

“There  seems  to  be  no  room  for  doubt  that 
it  is  the  same  gang  that  committed  the  rob- 
bery and  murder  in  Texuco  at  Senor  His- 
trino’s  house,  the  robbery  at  Mr.  Allen’s  and 
the  Bank  of  Mexico,  and  the  kidnapping  of 
Mr.  Hernfault’s  daughter.  There  is  also  a 
rumor  current  in  police  circles  that  these 
men  are  the  escaped  leaders  of  the  famous 
Marietta  Society  in  the  United  States,  wTho 
were  so  nearly  captured  in  Missouri  by  the 
English  detective,  Mr.  Mortimer.  Mr.  Allen 
and  a large  party  have  been  scouring  the 
mountains  for  some  time  in  search  of  these 
marauders,  and  if  they  succeed  in  taking  them 
they  will  receive  many  liberal  rewards.” 

“Well,  what  do  you  think  of  it?  ” queried 
Mr.  Duncan,  who  had  waited  with  great  im- 
patience for  the  doctor  to  finish  reading  the 
account. 

“I  think  our  friends  haven’t  been  success- 
ful, though  the  man  with  his  arm  in  a sling 
is  a living  testimony  that  there  have  been  en- 
counters between  the  pursuers  and  the  pur- 
sued.” 

“I  can’t  stand  it  any  longer  ; I am  going  to 
the  mountains  at  once,”  said  Mr.  Duncan. 

“No,  not  for  a week  yet,”  answered  the 
Doctor.  “You’re  not  well  enough.” 

“Very  well,  then  ; I shall  go  next  week.” 
[to  be  continued.] 


“Call  me  early,”  teacher,  “dear.”  Tenny- 
son had  no  idea  that  a line  from  his  beautiful 
“May  Queen”  would  be  used  by  a student  who 
had  translated  only  half  of  his  Latin  lesson. 

To  fail  to  quote  a choice  epitaph  would  be 
an  unprecedented  failure  in  the  history  of  the 
REGISTER,  and  we  therefore  offer  the  follow 
ing  curious  mingling  of  names,  taken  from 
Copp’s  Hill  burying-ground  : “Here  lies  the 
ashes  of  John  Milk  and  William  Beer,  Sam- 
uel Mower  and  Theodocia  Hay,  Thomas  Gay 
and  Daniel  Graves,  Elizabeth  Toot  and  Tim- 
othy Scoot.” 

“Referunt  Pallanta  frequentes  ” : “They 
bear  Pallas  back  in  many  numbers  (pieces).’’ 
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The  evidence  is  that  the  members  of  the 
upper  classes  have  spent  a considerable  por- 
tion of  their  April  vacation  in  literary  effort. 
The  prizes  for  original  written  exercises  have 
excited  everyone’s  literary  greed.  The  first 
competition  is  open  to  the  whole  school,  and 
calls  for  an  original  poem,  an  essay  on  the 
good  and  bad  results  of  the  bicycle,  or  a met- 
rical translation  of  Eclogue  II.  It  is  feared 
that  the  market  will  not  be  flooded  with 
original  poetry,  and  that  our  teachers  who 
have  not  yet  caught  the  bicycle  fever  will 
remain  unenlightened  as  to  the  effects  of  the 
awe-inspiring  disease ; while  Virgil  would 
be  greatly  pleased,  on  the  other  hand,  wTith 
the  popularity  of  his  pastoral  strains.  If  some 
one  does  attempt  one  of  the  other  subjects,  his 
chances  of  success  are  very  good.  The 
Gardner  prize  subjects  are  puzzlers  this  year. 
“Plans  for  Beautifying  Boston,”  is  an  un- 
promising subject.  The  planet  Mars  has  not 
many  admirers,  and  there  are  few  who  can 
hope  to  make  a dissertation  on  it  which  will 
be  in  any  way  bright  and  interesting.  “Latin 
Grammar  Schools  in  the  United  States  and 
England  ” is  a subject  which  will  possibly 
hold  out  some  attractions  for  a very  industri- 
ous youth  with  plenty  of  leisure  time  and  a 
thirst  for  the  history  of  education,  but  we 
hardly  think  an  essay  on  it  would  prove 
otherwise  than  a dry  composition.  As  for 
the  “History  of  State  Street,”  anyone  who 
attempts  that  runs  an  eminent  risk  of  nervous 


prostration ; or,  if  he  is  too  strong-minded  for 
that,  of  brain  fever.  State  street  played  an 
important  part  in  the  history  of  the  city,  no 
doubt,  but  few  historians  give  it  any  promi- 
nence, and  to  find  a few  scattering,  unimport- 
ant facts  a very  large  book  must  be  minutely 
examined.  The  boy  wrho  wins  this  prize 
certainly  deserves  it ; it  can  not  be  won  with- 
out great  industry  and  perseverance.  The 
Derby  prize  is  far  more  promising,  and  many 
contestants  may  be  seen  raking  over  musty 
volumes  at  the  Public  Library.  Both  orations 
are  liberally  supported.  It  might  seem  that, 
since  the  first  class  has  studied  Burke  with 
great  care  and  interest,  an  oration  on  the  sec- 
ond subject  would  be  better  suited  to  our 
qualifications;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  the 
first  subject  is  apt  to  prove  more  interesting, 
both  to  the  writer  and  the  reader. 


News  reaches  us  that  our  doughty  walker 
of  last  year,  Frank  E.  Mallet,  is  now  attend- 
ing the  Higgins  Institute,  of  Charleston,  Me., 
where  he  is  a prominent  athlete  and  the  asso- 
ciate and  athletic  editor  of  “The  Scroll,”  an 
energetic  paper  published  by  the  scholars  of 
the  Institute.  Mallet  is  more  conscientious 
in  his  literary  duties  than  associate  editors  are 
wont  to  be.  He  has,  besides  his  regular  col- 
umn, several  well  written  sketches  in  the 
current  number.  He  is  relied  upon  as  a point 
winner  at  the  School  Meet  soon  to  take  place 
in  Maine. 


The  baseball  team  is  hard  at  work,  and  bids 
fair  to  make  a creditable  showing  in  the 
league.  So  many  candidates  appeared  on  the 
first  day  that  the  squad  was  unwieldly  and  had 
to  be  reduced  to  manageable  numbers  almost 
too  soon,  we  think,  for  the  welfare  of  the 
team.  There  are  two  or  three  good  pitchers 
in  the  squad,  and  everything  looks  well.  The 
only  thing  that  is  doubtful  is  the  batting, 
which  has  not  been  thoroughly  tested  as  yet. 


There  is  only  one  more  public  declama- 
tion, and  the  results  thus  far  have  been  so 
close  that  the  lead  may  change  in  this  and  the 
prize  declamation.  There  is  great  interest  in 
the  exercise.  It  is  said  that  even  the  habitual 
absentees  will  be  present,  and  we  may  expect 
some  unusually  fine  declamations. 
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An  interesting  dissertation  on  the  influence 
of  college  papers  on  the  students,  was  pub- 
lished in  the  last  number  of  “The  Harvard 
Monthly.”  A few  of  the  leading  men  in  jour- 
nalism at  Harvard  gave  their  views  on  this 
subject,  and  were  unanimous  in  the  opinion 
that  the  college  magazines  had  little  or  no 
influence  on  the  great  body  of  students.  The 
reason  for  this  is  very  simple,  and  as  it  applies 
equally  to  school  and  college  papers,  we  may 
be  pardoned  for  giving  our  view  of  it.  It  is 
surprising  that  so  little  attention  was  paid  to 
this  point  in  The  Hai~vard  Monthly.  In 
the  world  at  large  the  editors  of  papers  are 
regarded  as  men  of  superior  talents,  and  their 
opinion  is  valued  accordingly  ; in  schools, 
except  among  the  lower  classes,  the  editor  is 
well  known.  He  is  not  always  any  too  popular, 
being  sometimes  regarded  as  on  the  verge  of 
eccentricity,  and  being  called  such  uncompli- 
mentary names,  such  as  “bug-house.”  What- 
ever may  be  said  of  his  literary  talents,  few  of 
his  school-mates  in  the  upper  classes  would  be 
willing  to  admit  that  his  opinion  is  worthy  of 
more  consideration  than  their  own.  More- 
over, there  is  always  room  for  suspicion  that 
the  editor’s  opinions  are  published  rather  on 
political  principles  than  in  strict  accordance 
with  the  truth,  and  when  one  is  not  in  the 
same  clique  as  the  editor  he  frequently  gives 
the  editor’s  suggestions  a wide  berth  for  that 
very  reason.  The  justice  of  this  is  at  least 
questionable,  but  we  shall  not  go  into  the  sub- 
ject. It  is  certain  that  such  a frame  of  mind 
toward  the  school  paper  does  oftentimes  exist 
in  the  school. 

\ DESIRE  to  become  more  intimately  ac- 
quainted with  the  Holy  Scriptures  has  lately 
evinced  itself  in  the  first  class,  and  anyone 
entering  Room  18  during  recesses  or  drill- 
hours  will  be  greeted  with  a volley  of  Biblical 
quotations.  The  literature  of  the  Good  Book 
has  excited  much  admiration,  and  its  conver- 
sational style  is  generally  imitated. 

An  exchange  from  Maine  calls  editorials 
“seldom-read”  articles.  Our  contemporary 
has  a wrong  conception  of  the  editorial  por- 
tion of  a paper.  It  should  be  the  most  valua- 
ble portion  thereof,  and  is,  as  a rule,  more 
carefully  read  than  any  other  part  of  the  paper. 

It  was  a fine  vacation— for  essay  writing. 


A well-known  member  of  the  “Selected 
Six”  boasts  that  he  has  been  in  the  same  boat 
with  Saint  Peter,  for  he  has  fished  all  day  and 
has  taken  nothing.  (This  nothing  refers  to 
fish,  strictly.) 

Someone  lias  dared  to  observe  that  if  you 
have  an  impediment  in  your  speech  you  have 
put  your  foot  in  it,  which  reminds  us  of  the 
mummy  of  an  Egyptian  humorist,— it  was 
funny  in  its  day. 

From  all  accounts,  the  historical  festival  of 
the  Teachers’  Mutual  Benefit  Association  will 
be  well  worth  attending.  The  circular  which 
was  distributed  in  the  school  advertises 
twenty-three  historical  scenes  of  great  interest, 
especially  to  us  of  Boston.  Some  of  our  six- 
footers  will  impersonate  the  poor  Indian  ; in 
this  role  their  “untutored  mind”  will  doubt- 
less be  of  great  assistance  to  them.  The  offi- 
cers of  the  school  also  will  take  part  in  usher- 
ing. We  understand  that  the  doughty  captain 
of  our  football  team  last  fall  will  be  the  chief. 
This  fact  should  secure  a large  attendance  of 
Latin  School  boys. 


“Style”  is  not  a question  of 
price.  It’s  a gift.  It’s  our 
talent,  and  we  give  it  to  you 
free  in  every  garment  we 
sell. 

OUR  CLOTHING  IS  FULL  OF  STYLE. 

TOP  COATS. 

Tailor  Made  Suits. 


BIKE  AND  GOLF  SUITS. 


A large  line  of  Combination  Suits,  viz., 
Regular  Business  Suit  with  extra  Golf  or  Bike 
Pants. 

It  will  pay  you  to  call  and  examine  our 
styles,  qualities,  and  very  low  prices.  They 
are  unequalled. 

DON'T  FORGET  OUR  LOCATION, 

^We  are  in  the  Wholesale  Districts 

OPEN  SATURDAY  NICHT. 

ji>PITZ  B^,  \ 

67  & 69  Summer  St. 

Manufacturers,  Wholesalers  and.  Retailers. 
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Saturday,  March  6,  the  Eighth  Annual  In- 
terscholastic games  took  place  in  Mechanics 
Hall.  We  managed  to  win  two  points  this 
year,  thanks  to  A.  W.  Lincoln,  ’97.  The  600- 
yard  run  was  the  prettiest  and  most  exciting 
race  of  the  afternoon.  Lincoln  easily  qualified 
by  wanning  second  place  in  his  trial  heat,  the 
first  man  being  the  winner  of  the  final  heat. 
In  the  final  heat  Lincoln  got  off  well  and 
started  third.  It  wasn’t  long  before  he  had 
passed  the  second  and  first  men  and  was 
running  first.  Around  the  track  he  flew  in 
the  lead  until  within  20  yards  of  the  tape. 
There,  Mills  of  Worcester  High  crawled  by 
him,  and  finished  less  than  a foot  ahead.  So 
close  was  the  finish,  that  at  first  it  was 
thought  the  race  had  ended  in  a tie.  It  is 
more  than  likely  that  Lincoln  would  have 
easily  captured  first  place  if  he  hadn’t  kept 
looking  around  to  see  how  near  the  other  men 
were  to  him.  He  surely  lost  more  that  way 
than  he  was  beaten  by. 

Crawford  was  looked  upon  to  win  a place  in 
the  1000-yard  run,  but  the  fates  were  against 
him.  He  started  well,  right  behind  Mills, 
about  in  the  middle  of  the  bunch.  Together 
Mills  and  he  cut  down  the  distance  between 
them  and  the  leading  man,  until  Crawford 
was  fifth.  There  Mills  left  him  and  took 
the  lead.  Mills  sprinted  away  from  the 
others,  intent  only  on  breaking  the  record. 
He  ran  finely,  and  finished  far  in  the  lead  of 
the  rest,  knocking  2 4-5  seconds  off  his  record 
of  last  year.  Crawford  and  three  others  fol- 
lowed in  a bunch,  until  the  last  lap.  Crawford 
was  making  a strong  bid  for  a place,  when  he 
fell  on  one  of  the  corners  and  so  lost  all 
chance. 

Jordan  did  good  work.  He  qualified  for  the 
finals  in  the  300,  but  was  not  placed,  though 


he  would  have  captured  third  but  for  Ken- 
nington’s  fall. 

The  team  race  between  N.  H.  S.  and  B.  L. 
S.  was  a farce.  Lincoln  was  unable  to  run, 
after  the  600,  and  Crawford  had  dressed  be- 
fore he  found  out  that  Lincoln  couldn’t  run. 
As  it  was,  Jordan  ran  twice,  first  and  last. 
He  deserves  great  praise  for  what  he  did,  and 
would  probably  have  pushed  Newton’s  last 
man  hard,  if  the  distance  hadn’t  been  in- 
creased so  much  between  the  two  teams  by 
the  second  and  third  runners. 

Our  neighbor,  English  High,  captured 
about  all  the  honors.  Kennington,  Duffy  and 
Kane  won  the  places  in  the  40-yard  dash, 
lowering  the  record  to  43-5  seconds.  Mohan, 
Riley  and  Foley  captured  first,  second  and 
third,  respectively,  in  the  half-mile  walk. 
Converse  won  the  low  hurdles  and  wras  tied, 
for  second  place  in  the  high  jump.  Eaton,, 
our  old  friend,  Ex-B.  L.  S.  ’97,  took  second  in 
the  shot-put. 

In  all,  English  High  ran  up  24^  points. 
The  rest  of  the  points  were  scattered  among 
several  schools,  Worcester  High  getting  10. 
English  High,  Roxbury  Latin,  and  Hopkinson 
have  two  legs  each  on  the  shield  now,  and 
the  one  of  these  schools  that  wins  the  cham- 
pionship next  year  keeps  the  shield. 


Notes. 

Carey,  ’98,  the  centre  of  last  fall’s  football 
team,  has  filled  the  vacancy  in  the  advisory 
committee  made  by  Duffield’s  leaving  school. 

E.  W.  Crawford,  ’97,  distinguished  himself 
March  11  by  winning  third  place  in  the  half- 
mile  handicap  at  the  Boston  College  games. 
He  ran  a pretty  race  and  came  in  a close 
third,  the  three  winners  finishing  in  a bunch. 

H.  L.  Morse,  B.  L.  S.,  ’95,  M.  I.  T.,  ’99,  has 
Deen  elected  Vice-President  of  the  M.  I.  T. 
Athletic  Association. 
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The  baseball  season  will  give  ’98  a chance 
to  redeem  herself  from  her  showing  in  the 
class  games  of  February.  Out  of  a class  of 
over  70,  only  two  were  entered,  and  neither  of 
these  showed  up. 

Although  we  won  only  two  points  this  year 
in  the  Interscholastic  games,  this  is  more 
than  the  school  has  won  since  1893,  when 
Cunniff  won  second  place  in  the  1000-yard 
run.  This  is  not  a record  to  be  proud  of, 
surely.  Now  that  ’97  has  broken  the  spell, 
let  future  classes  strive  to  do  better  and  bring 
more  points  to  the  credit  of  the  school. 
Don’t  let  it  be  four  years  more  before  another 
point  is  won  by  the  school. 

A word  to  those  of  the  lower  classes  who 
did  so  well  at  the  class  games.  Keep  on 
running  and  jumping.  Don’t  get  discouraged. 
Every  year  you  will  do  better,  and  in  a 
couple  of  years  you  will  be  winning  points  in 
Mechanics  Hall.  Persistent  effort  is  what 
counts.  Remember  that  a runner  or  jumper 
doesn’t  become  good  in  a day.  Let  others  of 
these  classes  come  out  and  follow  the  exam- 
ple of  these  few,  and  by  the  time  you  become 
the  second  and  first  classes,  the  Latin  School 
will  have  a track  team  that  she  may  well  be 
proud  of.  Steady  work  is  what  is  necessary  ; 
there  is  material  enough. 

B.  E.  Wood. 


Remarks  on  oar  First  dame. 

Since  the  baseball  team  has  played,  at  the 
present  writing,  only  one  game,  a personal 
critique  would  be  hardly  fair  at  this  time. 
But,  though  the  general  outcome  of  the  game 
with  the  Harvard  Freshmen,  while  not  dis- 
couraging, was  far  from  satisfactory,  it  settled 
one  important  point,  — that  we  are  strong  in 
the  pitching  department.  Ceconi’s  work  was 
good  enough  to  win  any  interscholastic  game 
with  decent  support ; only  five  hits  were 
reckoned  against  him,  and  some  of  these  the 
fielders  should  have  got  under.  He  struck 
out  a number  of  his  opponents,  and  saved  our 
reputation  by  making  the  only  hit  we  were 
able  to  score,  He  has  good  speed  and  excel- 
lent curves. 

Regan  did  not  have  so  much  time  to  dis- 
play his  prowess,  but  during  the  two  innings 
that  he  pitched  he  excited  favorable  comment 
by  his  coolness  and  control,  and  won  golden 


opinions  by  striking  out  Lewis.  It  would  be 
a hard  task  to  choose  between  these  two  men, 
but  it  is  said  that  Regan  will  do  the  regular 
work,  since  Ceconi  prefers  to  make  his  mark 
in  the  out-field,  where  the  team  seems  weak 
He  will,  however,  be  ready  to  step  into  the 
box  whenever  the  occasion  demands  his  ser- 
vices. 

Besides  the  pitchers,  only  one  of  the  players 
impressed  the  spectators  as  being  worthy  of 
special  praise ; and  that  one  was  Murphy. 
Ned  has  been  putting  up  a brilliant  game  at 
short  thus  far  ; he  is  not  nearly  so  erratic  as 
of  yore,  and  promises  to  be  perfectly  steady 
when  the  Interscholastic  season  begins.  He 
will  have  few  equals  this  year,  and  if  his 
batting  proves  as  strong  as  his  friends  expect, 
he  may  be  the  main  stay  of  team. 

Though  Clark  at  third  base  did  not  show 
up  very  well  at  Cambridge,  it  was  due  only  to 
nervousness,  for  he  puts  up  a gilt-edged 
game  in  practice,  and  when  he  has  had  a 
little  more  experience  will  do  so  in  the 
games. 

But  where  all  Latin  School  teams  have 
been  weak — and  this  year’s  team  is  no  excep- 
tion — is  in  batting.  Three  years  ago  the 
captain  had  to  meet  this  problem,  and  he 
hired  a pitcher  just  to  throw  to  the  men  for 
batting  practice.  The  result  was  the  only 
strong  batting  nine  the  school  has  ever  seen. 
The  baseball  team  can  make  money  as  well 
as  the  football  team  if  it  is  as  well  trained, 
and  puts  up  as  good  a game.  Now  if  we  can 
afford  a large  amount  of  money  for  a football 
coach,  why  can  we  not  afford  a much  smaller 
sum  for  a baseball  coach,  and  thus  enable 
the  team  to  do  well  and  make  money?  It 
would  be  a paying  investment,  and  the 
Advisory  Committee  will  show  a marked  fall- 
ing off  in  their  usual  keen  business  and  finan- 
cial perspicacity,  if  that  esteemed  body  does 
not  realize  the  fact.  The  football  team  drew 
a crowd  simply  because  it  had  a coach,  not 
especially  on  its  merits,  for  it  is  seldom  that 
a baseball  team  from  our  school  falls  lower 
than  fifth  place.  If  it  could  be  arranged  to 
play  the  High  School  game  on  a holiday— say 
Decoration  Day — the  team  could  clear  all  ex- 
penses. Will  the  committee  kindly  consider 
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Baseball  practice  began  March  29  on  Ir- 
vington Oval.  There  was  a large  crowd  out 
the  first  day  or  two  which  soon  dwindled 
down  to  about  20.  The  first  practice  was  very 
light,  consisting  of  catching  “ flies  ” for  the 
out-fielders,  and  “grounders”  for  the  in- 
fielders. The  last  of  the  week  the  team  was 
unable  to  practice  because  the  grounds  were 
being  fixed  up.  Vacation  week  some  hard 
work  was  expected,  but  the  weather  was  so 
bad  that  hardly  any  good  practising  was 
done,  so  that  w7hen  the  team  met  Harvard 
Freshmen  April  10,  our  players  showed  their 
lack  of  practice  and  made  a very  poor  show- 
ing. They  were  especially  wyeak  at  batting, 
eight  men  striking  out  in  six  innings.  This 
wras  due  a great  deal  to  the  opposing 
pitcher,  of  course,  but  still  was  a bad  show- 
ing. 

Fotch  is  at  his  position  behind  the  bat. 
He  is  a little  wild  in  throwing  to  second  but 
is  rapidly  improving,  and  should  get  it  down 
fine  before  the  Interscholastic  games.  The 
pitchers  are  Ceconi,  Regan  and  Coyle.  The 
latter  is  left-handed,  but  the  other  two  have 
the  preference.  Regan  is  more  collected 
and  cooler  than  Ceconi,  but  the  latter  is  very 
swift.  First  base  is  held  at  present  by 
Morton.  It  was  expected  and  hoped  that 
O’Malley  would  come  back  and  play  first 
base,  but  he  has  decided  not  to. 

Capt.  Bolster  is  holding  on  to  his  old 
place  at  second.  He  is  a strong  thrower 
and  a good  batter,  but  hasn’t  got  down 
to  form  yet,  as  he  has  been  neglecting 
himself  to  give  others  chances.  Clarke  is  a 
new  man  at  third.  He  has  proved  to  be  a 
good  addition.  He  is  sure  at  stopping 
“grounders”  and  “liners,”  and  quick  to 
throw  the  ball  to  first.  Murphy  and  Muldoon 
are  the  candidates  for  short-stop,  with  the 
preference  for  Murphy.  He  is  a good  all- 
round player,  and  is  especially  good  at  throw- 
ing. He  will  probably  make  the  position, 
although  Muldoon  is  a dangerous  rival.  The 
out  field  is  a difficult  matter  to  settle.  There 
are  many  good  candidates  for  positions  in  the 
out  field,  but  Robinson  and  “big  ” Kelley 
will  probably  be  the  successful  ones  for  two 
of  the  positions.  The  third  position  is  doubt- 
ful. Rand  possibly  may  win  it.  He  practices 


well,  but  in  a game  is  considerably  rattled. 
He  is  very  apt  to  misjudge  the  ball,  and  not 
run  back  far  enough.  He  did  this  twice  in 
the  Harvard  Freshmen  game.  Ceconi  may 
play  in  the  field  when  not  pitching.  He  is  a 
fine  all-round  player  and  seldom  muffs  a ball. 
He  also  covers  a good  deal  of  ground,  which  is 
a great  advantage. 

Many  of  the  other  candidates  are  good 
players,  and  would  make  a good  second  nine, 
which  ought  to  be  formed.  It  would  give  the 
first  nine  better  practice,  and  would  keep 
some  good  men  in  practice  who  might  be 
needed  at  some  time  to  fill  a vacancy.  These 
candidates  are  Bellamy,  Denning,  Dill,  “lit- 
tle” Kelley,  Mahoney,  Pope,  Reagan,  Stone, 
Talbot,  Wood,  and  others. 

Manager  “Jack”  O’Donnell  is  hustling  and 
working  hard  for  the  team.  Besides  attending 
to  the  management  of  the  team,  he  also  comes 
out  and  joins  in  with  the  players  to  arouse 
their  interest  and  make  them  wrork  harder 
and  better. 

Following  is  the  schedule  of  games  : Somer- 
ville High,  April  30. 

In  addition  to  the  cup  offered  for  the  player 
on  the  nine  with  the  best  batting  average, 
there  will  be  given  by  the  same  class  (1884)  a 
medal  for  the  second-best  batsman  It  looks 
now  as  though  the  highest  average  wouldn’t 
be  very  high  ; but  there  is  time  to  improve, 
and  it  is  hoped  that  both  the  time  and  the 
batting  will  be  improved. 

The  first  practice  game  of  the  season  was  an 
easy  defeat,  but  “ alii  sunt”. 

Don’t  forget  the  advice  you  received  one 
day  last  week  in  the  exhibition  hall,  to  come 
out  and  encourage  and  support  the  team. 

Those  who  need  practice  to  increase  their 
wind  should  go  through  the  Indian  war-dance 
as  given  by  the  educated  and  harmless  wild 
Indians  of  the  Latin  and  High  Schools  in  the 
Teachers’  Historical  Festival.  It  is  warranted 
to  develop  the  whole  body,  and,  if  practised 
diligently,  is  guaranteed  to  leave  nothing  but 
muscle,  bone,  and  skin.  If  our  last  year’s 
football  captain  continues  it  much  longer,  his 
fate,  as  stated  in  the  class  prophecy,  may  be 
speedily  realized. 

B.  E.  Wood. 
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St.  Mark’s,  I 1 — Boston  Latin,  9. 

Wednesday  afternoon,  April  14,  our  team 
played  a strong  game  against  St.  Mark’s  at 
Southboro.  The  team  went  up  with  a deter- 
mination to  redeem  itself  from  the  showing 
made  against  the  Harvard  freshmen.  This  it 
did,  more  than  was  expected.  The  team 
plaved  finely  as  a whole,  holding  St.  Mark’s 
down  to  eleven  runs,  and  piling  up  nine  on 
its  own  string.  Capt.  Bolster  was  unable  to 
play,  and  his  place  at  second  was  filled  by 
Muldoon,  who  is  inexperienced  in  that  posi- 
tion. He  was  nervous,  as  this  was  his  first 
game  this  season,  and  missed  two  or  three 
chances  to  catch  a man  at  second.  Regan 
pitched  a great  game.  He  was  very  cool  and 
steady,  and  threw  to  second  so  well  that  he 
would  have  caught  three  or  four  men  if  Bol- 
ster had  been  at  his  position.  He  clearly  out- 
classed both  of  the  opposing  pitchers.  Fotch 
caught  well,  catching  two  men  at  home-plate, 
and  batted  well. 

Morton,  at  first,  was  sure  in  getting  the  ball, 
and  played  a good,  infield  game  ; he  was  also 
strong  at  batting.  Clarke  played  an  elegant 
game  at  third  ; he  throws  well  to  first,  and 
is  good  at  the  bat ; he  is  rapidly  getting  down 
to  championship  form,  and  should  make  a 
record  for  himself  in  the  Interscholastic 
games.  Kelley  and  Robinson  played  a rat- 
tling good  game  in  the  field  ; they  covered  a 
large  territory,  and  missed  no  chances  ; a man 
was  a sure  out  if  he  knocked  a fly  anywhere 
near  either  of  them.  Murphy,  at  shortstop, 
was  a stumbling-block  to  the  St.  Mark’s  team  ; 
he  was  sure  of  getting  everything  that  came 
his  way. 

An  Incident  on  Cape  Cod. 

In  a recent  number  of  “Scribner’s  Magazine” 
I saw  a paper  on  the  light-house  supply-ship 
“Armeria”  which  reminded  me  of  an  incident 
which  happened  to  some  of  the  crew  of  that 
ship  when  bringing  supplies  to  the  Nausett 
Three  Lights  on  Cape  Cod,  near  which  I was 
spending  the  summer. 

On  account  of  the  heavy  seas  and  the  chang- 
ing sand-bars  the  steamer  does  not  attempt  a 
landing  on  the  eastern  side  of  the  Cape,  but 
comes  in  on  the  calm,  bay  side,  and  the  sup- 
plies are  carried  in  blue  tip-carts  and  beach 
wagons  for  a distance  of  three  miles  overland 
to  the  lighthouses. 

A man  appointed  by  the  government  has 
charge  of  their  transportation,  a sufficient 
number  of  men  and  teams  working  under  him. 


The  steamer  anchors  about  two  miles  off 
shore  and  a cutter  is  sent  out  with  the  supplies 
on  board  to  meet  the  wagons,  which  are  some- 
times driven  so  far  into  the  water  that  the 
ponies  have  almost  to  swim. 

The  transfer  of  supplies  is  quickly  accom- 
plished. Accompanied  by  the  mate  and  an- 
other of  the  crew,  the  drivers  start  for  the 
lighthouses.  The  two  sailors  left  in  charge  of 
the  cutter  anchor  presumably  far  enough  out 
to  be  safe,  for  here  the  tide  runs  out  a foot  a 
minute. 

At  the  time  to  which  I refer  they  had  mis- 
taken their  anchorage,  and,  before  they  knew 
it,  were  stranded.  The  mate,  who  had,  mean- 
while, returned,  took  in  the  situation  at  a 
glance,  and,  with  fire  in  his  eye,  set  about  a 
remedy.  Help  was  signalled  from  the  steamer, 
and  the  sailors,  who  were  standing  knee-deep 
in  the  water,  pushed  on  the  cutter  with  a long 
push,  and  a strong  push,  and  a push  all  to- 
gether, to  the  rhythmic  music  of  their 
“heave-ho.” 

Suddenly  the  boat  started  forward,  dropped 
into  a hole,  carrying  the  sailors  with  it,  and 
their  “heave-ho”  was  changed  to  expressions 
much  more  forcible,  yet  far  less  melodious,  as 
they  emerged  from  their  unexpected  plunge. 

L.  Dwight  Granger,  1900. 


STYLE  1717.  Our  Special  Hat  has  all  the  charac- 
teristics of  a 883.00  hat,  and  costs  but  $2  OO- 

Style  1717.  It  Pleases  All.  Style  1717. 

Colors  Elack,  Pecan,  London  & French  Browns. 
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How  I}ill<*  and  Anlotne  Fell  into  For- 
tier Difficulties. 

Before  the  major  could  prevent,  a dozen  troopers 
had  lifted  him  bodily  from  his  saddle  and  rushed 
him  into  the  inn  and  stood  him  on  a table,  and  the 
fellow  who  had  spoken  before,  also  caught  a glance 
at  Antoine,  and  at  a word  from  him  Billy’s  servant 
was  treated  likewise.  A mug  of  brandy  was  thrust 
into  their  hands.  Billy  grasped  the  situation  at 
once  and,  although  inwardly  he  cursed  the  crowd 
as  a pack  of  drunken  fools,  he  cried  : — “Well,  boys^ 
what  is  it,  a toast  to  Catinat  ? ” The  cheer  which 
greeted  this  toast  showed  Billy  that  he  had  not 
wrongly  interpreted  the  14  on  the  sabre-tashes  of 
the  troopers — a dragoon  regiment  of  which  Catinat 
was  once  colonel.  Billy  was  not  allowed  to  sit  down 
until  he  had  toasted  King  Louis,  and  Colbert  and  a 
couple  of  the  leading  generals.  The  major  gathered 
from  the  conversation  of  the  dragoons  that  they 
were  a part  of  the  14  H.  Regiment  which  had  been 
ordered  from  the  Italian  to  the  German  frontier,  for 
Louis  was  getting  into  trouble  with  Germany  and 
England,  and  was  despatching  regiment  after  regi- 
ment from  the  south  to  protect  his  noithern 
borders. 

“ N ow,  par  le  diable , who  may  you  be  ? ” said  one  of 
the  troopers. 

“ Your  friend  said  I was  a soldier,”  said  Billy, 
laughing,  “and  his  eye  did  not  deceive  him,  for  I am 
a corporal  in  the  21st  Cuirassiers  and  my  cousin  and 
I were  both  wounded  and  off  on  a furlough  and  are 
now  returning  to  our  troop.  (Billy  had  purposely 
mentioned  a regiment  on  the  station  frontier.) 

“ A good  regiment,  too,”  said  an  old  weather 
beaten  veteran  ; but  your  cousin  there  is  a light 
man  for  a cuirassier  regiment.” 

“Ay,”  said  Billy,  “ but  this  was  his  first  campaign, 
and  he’ll  soon  get  heavier.  Well,  boys,  your  mugs 
are  empty;  fill  them  up  again,  landlord,  and  drink 
to  the  twenty-first.”  Billy’s  treat  was  greeted  with 
approval  by  the  soldiers.  After  they  had  set  their 
mugs  down,  one  of  the  party  said,  “ Well,  comrade, 
were  you  ashamed  of  your  uniform?”  “No,”  said 
Billy,  “but  to  tell  the  truth  a heavy  steel  cuirass  is 
not  the  most  comfortable  thing  to  wear  on  a warm 
day,  so  my  cousin  and  I left  ours  at  the  camp  when 
we  started.”  This  little  speech,  as  Billy  hoped, 
completely  put  him  at  home  with  the  dragoons,  for 
the  major  well  knew  the  jealousy  which  existed  be- 
tween the  three  arms  of  the  cavalry,  the  hussars 
with  their  handsome  pelisses , the  cuirassiers  with 
their  shining  cuirasses,  arid  the  dragoons  with  their 
long  straight  swords  and  curious  helmets,  and  to  de- 
preciate the  very  arm  in  which  he  was,  would  be 


sure  to  ingratiate  himself  in  the  hearts  of  a rival  regi- 
ment. It  was  not  until  midnight  that  Billy  suc- 
ceeded in  getting  away,  and  by  that  time  all  the  band, 
Antoine  included,  were  gloriously  drunk.  The 
few  words  which  Billy  spoke  to  his  servant  as  the 
two  mounted  their  horses  outside  the  inn,  almost 
completely  sobered  him  and  the  rapid  galop  through 
the  night  air  soon  made  him  all  right  again,  but 
Billy  would  not  listen  to  his  words  of  repentance, 
Billy  dug  his  spurs  into  his  horse  viciously,  and  the 
terrible  speed  at  which  the  animals  were  going  put 
all  question  of  pursuit  from  Chateaunoire  out  of 
the  question;  but  it  vvjs  not  pursuit  that  Billy  feared. 
He  did  not  know  who  had  been  at  the  inn  beside 
the  soldiers,  but  of  one  thing  he  was  sure,  that  some 
one  of  Chateaunoire’s  men  had  been  there,  for  dur- 
ing a lull  in  the  carousal  he  heard  his  own  name 
mentioned  by  some  one  in  the  corner,  but  although 
he  made  his  way  towards  there  as  soon  as  he  could, 
he  found  no  one  there.  He  knew  the  soldiers  did 
not  know  his  name,  and  concluded  it  must  be  one  of 
Chateaunoire’s  spies.  No.  it  was  not  pursuit  that 
Billy  dreaded,  it  was  the  fear  of  being  headed  off. 

A short  while  after  daylight  they  were  riding 
through  a th'ck  wood  and  Antoine  was  several  yards 
in  advance,  when  suddenly  Billy  saw  his  servant’s 
horse  stumble  and  fall,  an  instant  later  his  own  fol- 
lowed suit  and  Billy  was  thrown  heavily  to  the 
ground.  Although  badly  shaken  up  he  was  not  in- 
jured, and  ever  suspicious  he  sprang  to  his  feet  in 
time  to  see  half  a dozen  men  emerge  from  either 
side  of  the  road  and  surround  him  and  Antoine, 
who  also  had  been  uninjured  and  who  now  stood 
with  his  back  to  Billy. 

A rope  stretched  straight  across  the  road  about 
a foot  from  the  ground  had  done  the  business,  and 
Chateaunoire  had  his  two  most  hated  enemies  in  a 
trap.  It  is  proverbial,  however,  how  savagely  ani- 
mals caught  in  a trap  will  fight.  Billy  was  like  a 
caged  tiger,  and  the  heavy  dragoon  sword  which  he 
had  taken  from  one  of  the  sleeping  troopers  when 
he  left  the  inn,  stood  him  in  good  stead.  Already, 
two  of  the  attacking  party  were  hors  de  combat , 
one  with  a broken  skull,  the  other  with  his  hanc 
almost  severed  off  at  the  wrist.  Four  horsemen 
were  standing  at  a short  distance  from  the  combat- 
ants, and  one  of  them,  with  a mask  on,  utteied  an 
exclamation  of  impatience  as  he  saw  the  two  men 
fall.  He  jumped  from  his  horse  and  approached 
the  men  who  were  fighting.  Billy  easily  recognized 
him  as  Chateaunoire. 

“I  am  waiting  for  you,  Henri,”  he  said  with  de- 
moniac laugh,  “ come  on.”  The  major  whirled  his 
sword  around  his  head  until  he  had  cleared  away 
his  assailants,  then  quickly  exchanged  his  heavy 
weapon  for  Antoine’s  rapier,  and  faced  the  duke, 
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who  came  at  him  snarling  with  rage.  The  duke 
lunged  and  Billy  interposed  his  forearm  and  received 
the  point  in  the  fleshy  part,  then,  quick  as  lightning 
he  changed  his  sword  from  his  right  to  his  left  hand 
th^ew  up  his  right  hand  with  the  sword  point  still  in 
his  forearm,  and  before  the  duke  could  disengage  it 
lunged  with  his  left  hand  and  the  sword  point  pierced 
the  duke’s  left  eye  and  he  fell  like  a log,  the  last 
male  representative  of  the  house  of  Chateaunoire. 

The  three  horsemen,  when  they  saw  their  leader 
fall,  spurred  their  horses,  with  a cry  of  rage,  towards 
our  heroes.  From  their  commanding  position  they 
had  Billy  and  Antoine  almost  at  their  mercy 
and  Antoine  fell  after  a few  parries  by  a terrific 
saber  cut  which  broke  down  his  guard  and  cut 
through  his  collar-bone,  as  though  it  were  cheese,  as 
he  fell,  he  cried : — 

“ Voyez,  down  the  road.'’ 

Billy  glanced  down  the  road  and  had  just  time  to 
see  a squadron  of  horse,  perhaps  fifty  strong,  dash- 
ing towards  them  at  full  speed  and  not  two  hundred 
yards  away,  then  he  received  a terrible  blow  on  the 
head  and  dropped  to  the  ground. 

F.  H.,  ’97. 

TI)e  Home  of  r\yi es  5^an<lis^* 

Of  all  the  delightful  experiences  of  last 
summer’s  vacation,  I look  back  upon  none 
with  greater  pleasure  than  upon  my  trip  to 
Duxbury.  In  the  latter  part  of  May,  1896,  I 
received  an  invitation  from  a member  of  the 
Society  of  Colonial  Wars  to  accompany  that 
society,  on  the  following  Seventeenth  of  June, 
upon  a visit  to  spots  of  historic  interest  in  and 
about  the  town  of  Duxbury.  I accepted  this 
invitation,  and  all  through  the  last  weeks  of 
school  I looked  forward  with  eager  anticipa- 
tion to  the  day  which  should  see  me  liberated 
from  Latin  rules  and  Greek  paradigms  and  on 
my  way  to  the  home  of  the  “Puritan  Captain.’’ 
The  longed-for  day  came  at  last.  Examina- 
tions were  over,  and  I felt  that  ecstasy  of 
mind,  that  elasticity  of  body  and  spirit  which 
only  a boy,  just  released  from  the  restraint  and 
tedium  of  school-life,  can  feel. 

The  morning  dawned  wet  and  lowering,  but 
I was  not  to  be  prevented  from  going  by  mere 
rain.  So,  after  an  early  breakfast,  I sallied 
forth  and  took  my  way  to  the  station.  There 
I met  my  friends,  and  the  whole  party  boarded 
the  train.  As  we  left  the  station  we  saw  that 
the  rain  had  stopped,  and  before  long  the 
clouds  broke  away  and  the  sun  came  out, 
dispelling  with  his  cheerful  rays  every  ves- 


tige of  doubt  as  to  the  weather.  We  were  soon 
out  of  sight  of  the  city,  passing  through  long 
stretches  of  open  meadows  basking  in  the  sun- 
light, and  again  through  a patch  of  woodland, 
or  over  some  little  stream  that  ran  sparkling 
through  a pasture  white  with  daisies.  Finally 
we  approached  the  ocean,  and,  through  the 
open  car-windows,  felt  the  “Welcome  wind  of 
the  East,  from  the  caves  of  the  misty  Atlan- 
tic’’ ; not  the  damp,  piercing,  shivering  arti- 
cle that  we  get  in  Boston,  but  the  bluff,  hearty 
wind  which  makes  the  blood  leap  in  one’s 
veins  with  renewed  vigor,  and  which,  unfor- 
tunately, is  to  be  found  only  at  the  sea-shore. 

So,  with  a pleasant . prospect  without  and 
agreeable  companipnship  within,  the  time 
passed  so  quickly  that,  when  we  reached  our 
destination,  we  could  hardly  believe  that  we 
had  been  over  an  hour  and  a half  on  the  road. 
On  the  platform  of  the  station  we  were  met 
by  the  town  selectmen.  There  were  no  for- 
malities, but  we  all  took  seats  at  once  in  the 
barges  which  were  waiting  for  us  and  started 
off  over  the  sandy  road  to  the  old  Duxbury 
burying-ground.  The  town  is  picturesque  in 
the  extreme,  and  still  has  a quaint,  prim, 
Puritanic  appearance,  very  refreshing  to  one 
accustomed  to  the  cosmopolitan  atmosphere 
which  pervades  Boston  and  the  surrounding 
towns.  A half-hour’s  drive  brought  us  to  the 
burial-ground. 

Now,  there  are  at  least  four  places  which 
are  claimed  to  be  the  exact  spot  where  Myles 
Standish  was  buried,  but  evidence  has  lately 
been  discovered  which  tends  to  prove  conclu- 
sively that  the  real  location  of  his  grave  is  in 
the  cemetery  of  the  first  church  that  was  built 
by  the  Pilgrims  in  Duxbury.  To  this  spot  we 
were  conducted. 

The  graveyard  is  grown  up  to  tall  grass, 
and  sundry  small  cherry-trees  and  scrub-pines 
have  sprung  up  here  and  there.  The  whole 
place  seems  as  though  it  had  sunk  to  repose 
in  bygone  days,  and  had  come  down  to  us  un- 
wakened, undisturbed  by  the  hurry  and  toil  of 
modern  life.  Over  Standish’s  grave  a simple 
boulder  has  been  placed,  bearing  his  name  in 
plain  letters.  His  two  daughters  are  buried 
beside  him.  A low  wall,  some  fifteen  feet 
square,  has  been  built  around  the  grave,  and 
on  its  corners  cannon  are  placed.  Rev.  E.  J. 
V.  Huigiun,  the  present  rector  of  the  Episco- 
pal Church  at  Duxbury,  to  whose  untiring 
energy  the  determination  of  the  precise  loca- 
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tion  of  Standish’s  grave  is  due,  delivered  a 
most  interesting  address,  in  which  he  de- 
scribed his  investigations  and  final  success. 
Ivy  was  planted  at  the  four  corners  of  the  wall 
by  a member  of  the  society,  who  is  a lineal 
descendant  of  Captain  Standish.  We  were 
then  shown  the  remains  of  the  foundations  of 
the  first  church  built  in  New  England,  which 
stood  but  a short  distance  off.  Then,  getting 
into  the  barges  again,  we  were  driven  to  Cap- 
tain’s Hill. 

This  was  the  highest  hill  on  the  old  Stan- 
dish farm,  and  was  bought  some  time  ago  by 
a society  organized  expressly  for  the  purpose 
of  erecting  upon  its  summit  a monument  to 
Standish’s  memory.  This  monument  is  now 
finished,  except  the  winding-staircase,  which 
is  to  be  within,  and  it  is  hoped  that,  before 
long,  enough  money  may  be  obtained  for  its 
completion.  The  view  obtained  is  amply  suf- 
ficient to  reward  one  for  his  trouble  in  climb- 
ing the  hill.  Far  to  the  north-west,  the  Blue 
Hills  of  Milton  are  seen  ; towards  the  south 
one  can  barely  perceive,  in  the  distance,  Cape 
Cod,  stretching  out  in  a fond  embrace  of  the 
waters  of  Massachusetts  Bay ; while  on  all 
sides  is  spread  out  a panorama  of  the  greatest 
beauty  and  diversity.  The  monument  itself 
rises  to  a height  of  one  hundred  and  ten  feet 
above  the  summit  of  the  hill,  and  is  surmount- 
ed by  a bronze  statue  of  the  stern  old  “Captain 
of  Plymouth.”  After  we  had  duly  inspected 
the  monument  and  admired  the  view,  Hon. 
Elijah  Morse,  representative  of  this  congres- 
sional district,  made  an  eloquent  address,  in 
which  he  spoke  of  the  memories  that  cluster 
around  the  spot,  and  of  the  necessity  of  keep- 
ing alive  in  the  present  generation  the  spirit 
of  our  Puritan  forefathers. 

It  was  now  nearly  one  o’clock,  and  accord- 
ingly we  were  driven  directly  to  the  Myles 
Standish  Hotel,  where  an  excellent  dinner 
was  provided.  This  hotel  stands  on  a bluff 
near  the  shore,  and  commands  a fine  prospect 
over  Plymouth  and  Duxbury  harbors.  After 
dinner  we  strolled  down  to  the  beach,  where, 
only  a short  distance  from  the  water’s  edge,  is 
the  Myles  Standish  Spring.  The  water  from 
this  spring  is  said  to  be  excellent,  but  I did 
not  taste  it  as  I have  a horror  of  germs. 

At  three  o’clock  we  again  took  barges  and 
drove  to  the  Alexander  Standish  house,  which 
was  built  in  1666  by  Alexander,  the  oldest  sou 
of  Myles  Standish,  and  is  still  in  an  excellent 


state  of  preservation.  Through  the  kindness 
of  the  present  owner  we  were  permitted  to  go 
over  the  entire  building.  It  is  always  a de- 
lightful thing  to  visit  an  old  house,  more  es- 
pecially one  with  historic  associations  such  as 
this  has,  and  I took  the  greatest  pleasure  in 
examining  every  nook  and  cranny,  and  in 
climbing  the  curious  old  stairs  that  wound  up 
close  to  the  chimney.  But  time  would  not 
permit  a long  stay,  and  we  were  obliged  to 
leave,  all  too  soon. 

The  next  point  of  interest  was  the  site  of  the 
original  house  built  by  Myles  Standish.  This 
was  on  a bluff  overlooking  the  harbor,  but  as 
there  was  no  road  to  it  we  had  to  walk  some 
distance  along  the  beach  and  then  climb  the 
hill  on  which  the  house  stood.  Nothing  re- 
mains of  it  except  a few  of  the  foundation- 
stones,  while  by  the  side  of  a large,  flat  rock, 
said  to  have  been  the  old  hearth-stone,  a tall 
poplar  has  sprung  up.  A little  way  down  the 
hill  is  the  dry  bed  of  the  brook  that  used  to 
supply  Myles  Standish  with  water.  Time  was 
getting  short,  so  we  hurried  back  to  our  barges 
and  drove  to  the  Alden  house.  This  was  built 
in  1636  by  John  Alden,  Standish’s  secretary, 
and  has  been  lived  in  by  eight  successive  gen- 
erations of  Aldens.  The  present  occupant, 
Mr.  John  M.  Alden,  kindly  allowed  us  to  go 
over  the  whole  house. 

Nothing  brings  back  to  one  so  clearly  the  remem- 
brance of  bygone  days  as  the  sight  of  something 
that  was  intimately  connected  with,  those  who  lived 
at  that  time. 

“The  place 

Where  shining  souls  have  passed  imbibes  a grace 
Beyond  mere  earth”  ; 

and  when  I stood  in  the  very  room  occupied  by 
John  Alden  and  Priscilla,  I could  seem  to  see  before 
me  a vision  of  the  staid  and  sober  Puritan  and  the 
comely  maiden  of  Plymouth.  I could  have  stayed 
there  much  longer,  conjuring  up  mysterious  figures 
from  the  dim  past,  and  making  them  take  shape  be- 
fore me.  But  evening  was  at  hand,  and  I muit  tear 
myself  away  from  the  enchanted  spot.  Accordingly 
I rejoined  the  rest  of  the  party,  and  we  walked  to 
the  station.  The  train  arrived  presently,  and  we 
were  soon  on  board  and  on  our  way  to  the  city  of 
noisy  realities. 

As  the  train  started  I looked  back  and  saw  the 
monument  standing  out  in  bold  relief  against  the 
evening  sky.  The  rays  of  the  setting  sun  rested 
upon  the  figure  of  the  “Puritan  Captain”,  glorifying 
it  and  seeming  to  impart  a life-like  aspect  to  its 
features.  There  he  stands,  unmoved  alike  in  the 
snows  of  winter  and  in  the  blasts  of  the  eastern 
gale,  seeming  still  to  keep  guard,  as  of  old,  over 
that  community  whose  chosen  protector  he  was. 

R.  M.  G.,  *98. 


LATIN  SCHOOL  REGISTER. 


iS 


CLASS  SONG 


We  publish  herewith  the  air  of  the  class  song,  which  we  were  unable  to  have  ready  for  the  last  issue, 
'flic  school  will  remember  that  it  was  composed  by  a.  W.  Lincoln. 
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vkbool  Notes. 

Harvard  has  hurt  the  feelings  of  the  ex- 
treme American  by  securing  an  English 
trainer  for  her  crew,  and  by  even  considering 
the  question  of  rowing  in  an  English-built 
boat.  To  this  departure  from  custom  some 
people  attribute  the  sinking  of  the  scull  and 
Harvard’s  defeat  in  debate  by  Yale.  “Just  like 
an  Englishman  almost  to  drown  the  boys  in  ice- 
cold  water.  ’ ’ 

A universal  sentiment : After  the  home- 
sickness of  vacation  week,  we  are  overjoyed 


to  get  back  to  the  dear  school  and  take  up 
our  beloved  books  so  reluctantly  laid  aside. 

“Dartmouth,  1901,”  is  the  cry  of  half-a- 
dozen  of  this  year’s  graduates.  We  are  glad 
that  there  will  be  a goodly  company  to  hover 
’round  the  fire  up  there  when  the  thermome- 
ter registers  twenty  degrees  below  zero. 

It  was  innocently  remarked  the  other  day 
in  the  hearing  of  three  unmarried  ladies — not 
young  ladies — that  if  Mrs.  Tom  Thumb  could 
get  two  husbands,  every  woman  ought  to  get 


one. 
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Lowe,  ‘*ihe  poor  Indian,”  whose  untutored  mind 
has  been  alluded  to  by  a well-known  poet,  is  faj>t 
being  enlightened  at  the  Historical  Festival. 

Mr.  Page,  of  the  class  of  ’84,  who  talked  to 
us  on  athletics  so  earnestly  and  encouragingly, 
was  a prize  declaimer  while  in  the  Latin 
School,  and  the  orator  of  his  class  at  Harvard. 

A correspondent  asks  if  it  is  slang  to  put 
your  finger  in  some  one  else’s  pie.  No,  but  it 
is  very  bad  manners,  and  if  you  pull  out  a 
plum  it  develops  into  robbery. 

At  sustinet  aurens  umbo:  ‘‘And  his  gulden  boss 
sustains  him.”  Can  it  be  that  Virgil  is  poking  fun 
at  Mark  Hanna  ? 

NEW  MAIL. 


NEVER 


in  so  great  demand  as  this  year  because 
of  past  records.  A wheel  of  strength 
offered  as  the  . . 

HANDSOMEST  HIGH-GRADE  OF  1897. 

HICHEST  QUALITY,  $g5. 

SURELY  SEE  THIS  WHEEL. 

We  offer  this  week  the  best  bargain  of  the  year  in 
the  market:  A FEW  NEW  ’96  MODEL, 
HIGHEST  GRADE  NEW  MAILS,  MEN’S 
AND  LADIES’,  for  $60 

. . ALSO  . . 

TEMPLAR  MAN’S  WHEEL,  $50 

ATALANTA  LADIES’  WHEEL,  $50 

BOYS’  AND  CIRLS’  WHEELS,  $25  UP. 

WM.  READ  & SONS, 

107  Washington  St. 


VICTOR  ATHLETIC  GOODS, 

. . SPECIALTIES  IN  . . 

Base  Ball,  Foot  Ball,  Track  Goods. 

Outfitters  ol  Boston  Latin  ScHool  Base  Ball  Team, 
special  Discounts  to  Boston  Latin  school  Students. 


410  BOYLSTON  ST.,  . BOSTON. 

EVERYONE  INTERESTED  IN 
ATHLETICS  SHOULD  READ 

CINDER-PATH 

TALES. 

BY 

William  Lindsey 

Cloth  $1.00 

A letter  from  Mr.  Cornish,  formerly  man  = 
ager  of  the  “ B.  A.  A.”  : 

“ I received  your  book  ‘Cinder-Path  Tales,’ 
and  found  it  so  interesting  that  I read  it 
through  before  laying  it  aside.  Every  lover 
of  athletics  will  appreciate  it,  for  it  is  the  best 
book  of  the  kind  I ever  read.  I wish  you 
every  success  with  it. 

Yours  truly, 

H.  S.  Cornish,” 
Knickerbocker  Athletic  Club. 

For  Sale  by  all  Book=sellers. 

COPELAND  AND  DAY 


SPRINGER  BROS. 


CLOAKS 


NEWEST  AND  MOST  STYLISH  GOODS. 


SUITS. 

500  WASHINGTCN  ST.,  COR.  BEDFORD. 


NOBBY  HATS  FOR  YOUNG  MEN! 

LATEST  STYLES.  LOWEST  PRICES. 

Bent  & Busb, 


3S7  Ullasblngton  Street, 


Boston. 
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You>-  E>p$t-Tenc$^> 

Have  Vcm  found  our  Clothing  Reliable?  We  base  the  expectation  of  your  trade  on 
t hat.  W e keep  getting  the  same  customers  season  after  season.  The  neW  ones  that 
keep  coming  make  the  store  quarters  a little  cramped.  \ V e like  it,  hoWeVer,  and  shall 
keep  right  on  giving  customers  cVcry  advantage  of  First  Class  Clothing  till  the  Walls 
stretch  to  make  room  for  you. 

^Hc^Uaniw  & Ccl, 

Men’s  and  Boys’  Clothiers  and  Outfitters, 

670  and  672  WASHINGTON  STREET,  . . . Cor.  Beach. 

(FENNO’S  OLO  STAND.) 

HENRY  BENSHIMOL  & C07 
Real  Estate,  Mortgages  & Insurance 

HOUSES  FOR  SALE  AND  TO  LET  IN  ALL  PARTS  OF 
BOSTON  AND  SUBURBS. 

Main  Office,  4 Post  Office  Square,  Boston. 

74  Hampden  Street,  Roxbury. 

Telephone  Connections.  


48  BOYLSTON  ST.,  (near  Tremont.) 


Spacious.  Centrally  Located,  well  Lighted  and  Ventilated,  Large 
Dressing  rooms  with  over  1,200  Lockers. 

COMPLETE  MODERN  APPARATUS. 

Marble  and  Concrete  Bath-Rooms,  with  Model  Bathing  Appliances 

TERMS,  $5,00  AND  $8,00  PER  YEAR, 

According  to  Hours  of  Exercise. 

Competent  Instructors  in  Attendance  Day  and  Evening. 

No  extra  Charge  for  Instruction.  Please  Send  for  Circulars. 

BOSTON  YOUNG  MEN’S  CHRISTIAN  UNION. 

WILLIAM  U BALDWIN,  Pres.  GEORGE  PEIRCE,  Sec'y 


DRILL  JACKETS,  . . . $1.75  I 
DRILL  TROUSERS,  . . 3.00  W 


OFFICERS’  CAPS  AND  WREATHS. 

Privates’  Caps,  50c.  to  $1.25.  Colors  warranted. 

Gold  or  Silver  Embroidered. 


X.  S.)  Letters,  25c.;  Wreaths,  75c.  All  work  guaranteed 
first  quality.  Sergeants’  Stripes,  Caps,  Cords,  Etc. 

Officers'  Uniforms  to  Measure  Only. 

Headquarters  for  New  B.  S.  C.  Button. 

OPEN  EVENINCS  UNTIL  SEVEN 


CORRECT  WEST  POINT  CHEVRONS. 


JOHN  R.  FARRELL, 

765  WASHINGTON  ST.,  near  Hollis  St. 
O’CLOCK. 


